wild, beasts met on a hillside for a hunt. They
bargained with each other to go out and hunt
all day and meet again at the end of the day
to share what they had killed. At the end of
the day, only the tiger returned with nothing.
When he was asked how this happened he replied
very disconsolately, " At dawn I met a school-
boy, but he was, I feared, too callow for your
tastes. I met no more until noon, when I found
a priest. But I let him go, knowing him to be
full of nothing but wind, The day went on
and I grew desperate, for I passed no one. Then
as dark came on I found a scholar. But I knew
there was no use in bringing him back since he
would be so dry and hard that he would break
our teeth if we tried them on him."

The scholar, as a class, has long been a figure
of fun for the Chinese people. He is frequently
to be found in their novels, and always he is the
same, as indeed he is in life, for a long study of
the same dead classics and then: formal composi-
tion has really made all Chinese scholars look
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